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Heaven of its goodness has given you back to me,
let me fling myself at your feet to implore one
thing of you. If you cannot grant me the wishes
of my heart, if you refuse me Cleante for my
husband, at least I implore you not to compel me
to marry another. That is the only favour I ask of
you.

CLE. (flings himself on his knees). Ah! Monsieur, may
her prayers and mine move you, do not oppose a
united love.

BEB. Brother, can you still hold out against them ?

Toi. Monsieur, can you be unmoved by such love?

AUG. I will consent to the marriage if he will become
a doctor. Yes, become a doctor and I will give you
my daughter.

CLE. Most willingly, Monsieur: if that is the only
thing necessary to become your son-in-law, 1 will
be a doctor or even an apothecary if you wish it.
That is not asking much. I would do far more
than that to obtain dear Ange'lique.

BEB. But, brother, an idea has come into my head:
become a doctor yourself. It will be far more con-
venient to have all that you require in your own
person.

Toi. Quite true. That is the right way to cure your-
self quickly: there is no disease so daring as to
meddle with the person of a physician.

ABG. Brother, I believe you are making fun of me:
am I of an age to begin studying ?

BEB. Who talks of studying ! You are clever enough:
there are many in the profession who are not more
learned than you.

ABG. But one must know how to talk Latin well, to
understand diseases and the remedies to apply to
them.

BEB. When you receive the cap and gown of a phy-
sician you will learn all that, and you will then be
even cleverer than you wish to be.

ABG. What ? Will that dress enable me to talk about
diseases ?